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ACT I SCENE l. 


Mrs. Mtcurtin's Houſe. 


(Loud knocking at the Door.) 


Enter JENxy. 

R* P, rap, rap, up-ſtairs and down, from 
morning to night; if this ſame Com- 
miſſary ſtays much longer amongſt us, 

my miſtreſs muſt &en hire a porter. Who's 

there ? 
SIMON Without, 

Sim. Is Mrs. Mechlin at home? 

Jen. No. (opens the Door.) Oh, what is it you, 
Simon ? 

N Enter STMON. . 

Sim. At your ſervice, ſweet Mrs, Jane. 

Fen. Why you knock with authority ; and 
what are your commands, Maſter Simon? 

Sim. I come, Madan, to receive thoſe of your 
miſtreſs. What, Jenny, has ſhe any great af= 
fair on the anvil ? Her ſummons is moſt exceed- 
ingly preſſing; and you need not be told, Child, 
that a man of my conſequence does not trouble 
himſelf about trifles. 
| B Ten, 
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Jen. Oh, Sir, I know very well you principal 
| actors don't perform every night. 
| | Sem. Mighty well, Ma'am, but notwithſtand- 
ing your ironical ſneer, it is not every man that 
2 will do for your miltreſs ; her agents muſt have 
Z genius and parts: 1 don't ſuppole, i in the whole 
Bills of Mortality, there is ſo general and ex- 
| tenſive a dealer as my friend Mrs. Mechlin. 
E ] Jen. Why, to be ſure, we have plenty of 


cuſtomers ; and for various kinds of commodi- 
ties it Troll be pretty difficult I fancy to 

Sim. Commodities! Your humble ſervant, 
ſweet Mrs. Jane; Yes, yes, you have various 
kinds of commodities, indeed, 

Jen. Mr. Simon, I don't underſtand you; I 
fuppoſe it is no ſecret in what ſort of goods our 
dealing conſiſts. 

Sim. No, no, they are pretty well known. 

Fen, And to be ſure, though now and then, 
to oblige a cuſtomer, my miſtreſs does conde- 
ſcend to ſmuggle a little | 

Sim. Keep it up, Mrs. Jane. 

Jen. Yet there are no people in the Liberty 
of Weſtminſter that live in more credit than 
we do. 

Sim. Bravo, 

Jen. The very beſt of "uae are not aſham'd 
to viſit my miſtreſs. 

Sim. They have reaſon. ns 

Jen. Reſpected by the neighbours, 

Sim. I know it. 

Jen. Punctual in her pay ments. 

Sim. To a moment. 

Fen. Regular hours, 
Sim. Doubileſz | 
Jen. Never miſſes the ſarmant on Sundays. : 
dim. 
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Sim. I own it. 

Jen. Not an oath comes out of her mouth, 
unleſs, now and then, when the poor gentlewo- 
man happens to be overtaken in liquor. 

Sim. Granted. 

Jen. Not at all given to lying, but like other 
tradesfolks, in the way of her buſineſs. 

Sim. Very well. 

Jen. Very well! then pray, Sir, what wou'd 
you inſinuate? Look you, Mr. Simon, don't 
go to caſt reflections upon us; don't think to 
blaſt the reputation of our 

Sim. Hark ye, Jenny, are you ſerious? 

Fen, Serious! Ay, marry am J. | 

Sim. The devil you are! 

Jen. Upon my word, Mr. Simon, you ſhou'd 
not give your tongue ſuch a licence; let me tell 
you, theſe airs don't become you at all. 

Sim. Hey-day ! why where the deuce have I 
got, ſure I have miſtaken the houſe; is not this 
Mrs. Mechlin's ? 

Jen. That's pretty well known. 

sim. The commodious, convenient Mrs. 
Mechlin, at the ſign of the Star, in the pariſh 
of St. Paul's ? 

Jen. Bravo. 

Sim. That commercial caterpillar ? ? 

Zen. I know it. 

Sim. That murderer of manufaCtures ? 

Fen. Doubtleſs. 

Sim. That walking warehouſe ? 

Jen. Granted. | 

Sim. That carries about a greater cargo of 
contraband goods under her petticoats than a 
Calais cutter ? | 

Jen. Very well. 


B 2 Sim. 
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Sim, That engroſſer and ſeducer of virgins ? 

Jen. Keep it up, maſter Simon. 

Sim. That foreſtaller of Bagnios? 

Jen. Incomparable fine. 

Sim. That canting, couzening, money- lending, 
match- making, paunbroking [Loud knocking. ] 

Jen. Mighty well, Sir: here comes my miſtreſs, 
ſhe ſhall thank you for the pretty picture you 
have been pleaſed to draw. 

Sim. Nay, but dear Jenny 

Jen. She ſhall be told how highly ſhe ſtands 
in your favour. 

Sim. But my ſweet girl [ Knock again.] 

Jen. Let me go, Mr. Simon, don't you hear? 

Sim. And can you have the heart to ruin me 
at once 

Jen, Hands off. 


Sim. A peace, a peace, my dear Mrs, Jane, 
and dictate the articles, 


Enter Mrs. MecnLin, followed by a hackney 
ceachman, with ſeveral bundles, in a capuchin, 
a bonnet, and ber clouaths pinned up. 


Mrs. Mech. So, huſſy, what muſt I ſtay all day 
in the ſtreets? who have we here! the devil's 
in the wenches, I think—one of your fellows I 
ſuppoſe Ob, is it you! how fares it, Simon? 

Jen. Madam, you ſhould not have waited a 
minute, but Mr. Simon 

Sim. Huſh, huſh ! you barbarous jade — 

Jen. Knowing g your knock, and eager to open 
the door, flew up ſtairs, fell over the landing- 
place, and quite barr'd up the way. 


Sim, 
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Sim. Yes, and I am afraid I have put out my 
ankle. Thanks, Jenny ; you ſhall be no loſer, 
you ſlut. 

Mrs. Mech. Poor Simon. — Oh, Lord have 
mercy upon me, what a round have I taken 
Is the wench petrified ; why don't you 
reach me a chair, don't you ſee I'm tired to 
death ? 

Jen. Indeed, ma'am, you'll kill yourſelf. 

Sim. Upon my word, ma'am Mechlin, you 
ſhou'd take a little care of yourſelf; indeed you 
labour too hard. 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, Simon, and for little or no- 
thing: only victuals and cloaths, more coſt than 
worſhip.— Why does not the wench take the 
things from the fellow? Well, what's your 
fare ? 

Coachm, Miſtreſs, it's honeſtly worth half a 
crown. | 

Mrs. Mech. Give him a couple of ſhillings 
and ſend him away, 

Coachm. I hope you'll tip me the teſter to 
drink ? 

Mrs. Mech. Them there fellows are never 
contented ; drink ! ſtand farther off ; why you 
ſmell already as ſtrong as a beer-barrel, 

Coachm, Miſtreſs, that's becauſe I have already 
been drinking. Cy 

Mrs. Mech. And are not you aſhamed, you 
ſot, to be eternally guzzling ? You had better 
buy you ſome cloaths. 

Coachm. No, miſtreſs, my honour won't let 
me do that. 

Mrs. Mech. Your honour ! and pray how does 
that hinder you ? 


Coachm. 
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Conrhm. Why, when a good gentlewoman like 
you, cries, Here coachman, here's ſomething to 
drink. 

Mrs. Mech. Well ! | 

Coach, Wou'd it be honour in me to Jay it, 
out in any thing elſe? No, miſtreſs, my con- 
ſcience won't let me, becauſe why, it's the will 
of the donor, you know, 

Mrs. Mech. Did you ever hear ſuch a block- 
head ? 

Coachm. No, no, miſtreſs; tho' I am a poor 
man, I won't forteit my honour; my cattle, 
tho't ] love 'em, poor braſteſſes, are not more 
dearer to me than that. 

Mrs. Mech. Yes, you and your horſes give 
pretty ſtrong proofs of your love and your ho- 
nour; for you have no cloaths on your back, 
and they have no fleſh, Well, Jenny, give him 
the ſix-pence z there there, lay it out as you 
will. 

Ceachm, It will be to your health, miſtreſs; it 
ſhalt melt at the Meuſe, before I go home; I 


ſhall be careful to clear my conſcience, 


Mrs. Mech, I don't doubt it. | 
Coachm. You need not. Miſtreſs, your ſer- 
vant. [Exit Coachman, 
Mrs. Mech. Has there been any body here, 
Jenny ? 
Jenny. The gentleman, ma'am, about the 
Glouceſterſnhire living. 
Mrs. Mech. He was, Oh oh! what I ſuppoſe 
his ſtomach's come down. Does he like the in- 
cumbrance ? will he marry the party ? 


Jen. Why that article ſeems to go a little 
againſt him ? 
Mrs, 
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Mrs. Mech, Does it ſo? then let him retire to 
his Cumberland curacy : that's a fine keen air, 
it will ſoon give him an appetite, Hel flick 
to his honour too, till his caſſock is wore to a 
rag. 

Jen. Why, indeed, ma'am, it ſeems pretty 
ruſty already, 

Mrs, Mech. Deviliſh ſqueamiſh, I think; a 
good fat living, and a fine woman into the. bar- 
gain] You told him a friend of the lady's will 
take the child off her hands ?- 

Jen. Yes, madam. 

Mrs. Mech. So that the affair will be a ſecret 
to all but himſelf, But he muſt quickly re- 
folve, for next week his wife's month will 
be up. 

Jen. He promiſed to call about four. 

Mrs. Mech. But don't let him think we are 
at a loſs for a huſband ; there is to my know- 
ledge a merchant's clerk in the city, a comely 
young man, and comes of good friends, that 
will take her with but a ſmall place in the cul- 
tom-houſe. 

Fen. He ſhall know it. | 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, and tell him, that this! party's 
party has intereſt enough to obtain it whenever 
he will. And then the bridegroom may put 
the purchaſe-money too of that ſame preſenta- 
tion into his pocket. 

Fen. Truly, ma' am, I ſhould think this would 
prove the beſt match for the lady. 

Mrs. Mech. Who doubts it ?—Here, Jeany, 
carry theſe things above ſtairs, Take care of 
the eigrette, leave the watch upon the table, and 
be ſure you don't miſlay the pearl necklace; the 

lady 
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lady goes to Mrs. Cornellys's to night; and, if 
ſhe has any luck, ſhe will be ſure to redeem it 
to-morrow. 

Sim. What a world of affairs! it is a wonder, 
madam, how you are able to remember them all. 
Ms. Mech. Trifles, mere trifles, maſter Si- 
mon. But I have a great affair in hand—Suck 
an affair, if well managed, it will be the making 

of us all. 

Sim. If I, ma' am, can be of the leaſt uſe 

Mrs. Mech. Of the higheſt | there is no do- 
ing without you, You know the great 


Enter IENNV. 


Jen. J have put the things where you order- 
a ma'am. 

Mrs. Mech. Very well, you may go. 

Exit Jenny. 

i. you know the great commiſſary, that is 
come to lodge in my houſe. Now they ſay this 
Mr. Fungus is as rich as an 1 governor 3 
heaven knows how he came by it: but that 
you know is no buſineſs of ours. Pretty pick- 
ings, I warrant, abroad. ¶ Loud knocking.) 
Who the deuce can that be ? But let it be who 
it will, you muſt not go till I ſpeak to you. 


Enter JENNY. 


Jen. The widow Loveit, ma'am, 

Mrs. Mech. What, the old liquoriſh dowager 
from Devonſhire Square? ſhew her in. [Exit 
Jenny.] You'll wait in the kitchen, Simon, I 
ſhall ſoon diſpatch her affair. | Exit Simon. 


Enter Mrs. Loveir. 
Mrs. Lov. So, fo, good morning to you, good 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. Mechlin. John, let the coach wait at the 
corner, 

Mrs. Mech. You had better fit here, madam, 

Mrs. Lov. Any where, Well, my dear wo- 
man, I hope you have not forgot your old 
friend—Uegh, ugh, ugh,—[ coughs.] Conſider 
I have no time to looſe, and you are always fo 
full of employment. 

Mrs. Mech. Forgot you! you ſhall judge, 
Mrs. Loveit. I have, ma'am, provided a 
whole cargo of huſbands for you, of all nations, 
complexions, ages, tempers, and ſizes: ſo you 
ſee you have nothing to do but chooſe. 

Mrs. Lov. To chooſe! Mrs. Meclin; Lord 
help me, what choice can I have ? I look upon 
wedlock to be a kind of a lottery, and I have 
already drawn my prize; and a great one it was! 
My poor dear man that's gone, I ſhall neve 
meet with his fellow. | 

Mrs. Mech. *Pſhaw ! madam, don't let us 
trouble our heads about him, it's high time that 
he was forgot. 

Mrs. Lov. But won't his relations think me 
rather too quick. 

Mrs. Mech. Nor a jot; the greateſt compli- 


ment you cou'd pay to his memory; it is a 
proof he gave you reaſon to be fond of the 


ſtate. But what do you mean by quick! Why 
he has been bury'd theſe three weeks — 

Mrs. Lov. And three days, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Indeed! quite an age 

Mrs. Lov. Les; but I ſhall never forget him; 
ſleeping, or waking, he's always before me. 
His dear ſwelld belly, and his poor ſhrunk legs, 
Lord bleſs me, Mrs, Mechlin, he had no more 
calf than my fan. 

C Mrs. 


; 
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Mrs. Mech. No! 

Mrs. Lov. No, indeed; and then, his bit of 
a purple noſe, and his ittle weezen face as ſharp 
as a razor don't mention it, I can never forget 
him. [Cries.] ; 

Mrs. Mech. Sweet marks of remembrance, 
indeed. But, ma'am, if you continue to be fo 
fond of your laſt huſband, what makes you 
think of another? 

Mrs. Lev. Why, what can 1 de, Mrs. Mech- 
lin? a poor lone widow woman as I am; there's 
no body minds me; my tenai'ts behind- hand, my 
ſervants all careleſs, my chiidren unduntifui— 
Ugh, ugh, ugh [coupbs.] 

Mrs. Mech. You have a villainous cough, Mrs. 
Loveit ; ſhall I ſend for ſonie lozenges ? 

Mrs, Lev. No, I thank you, it's nothing at 
all; mere habit, juſt a little trick Ive got. 

Mrs. M:cb. But I wonder you ſhou'd have all 
theſe vexations to plague you, madam, you, 
who are ſo rich, and ſo | 

Mrs. Lov. Forty tho:.i-n4 in the Four per 
Cents, every morning I -ile, Mrs, Mechlin, be- 
files two houſes at t!ackney 3 but then my af- 
fairs are ſo weighty and intricate there is ſuch 
tricking in lawyers, and ſuch torments in chil- 
dren, that I can't do by myſcit; I muſt have a 
helpmate; quite receſlity, no matter of choice. 

Mrs. Mech. Ch, I underſtand you, you marry 
mercly or convenience; juſt only to get an al- 


ſiſtent, a kind of a guard, a fence to your pro- 


perty ? 

Mrs. Lev. Nothing elſe, 

Ars. Mech. | thought ſoz quite prudential ; 
ſo chat age is none of your object; you don't 
want a ſcampering, giddy, ſprightly, young 

75. 
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Mrs. Lov. Young! Heaven forbid. What, 
do you think, like ſome ladies I know, that I 
want to have my huſband taken for one of my 
grand-childrenz; No, no; thank Heaven, ſuch 
vain thoughts never enter'd my head. 

Mrs. Mech. But yer, as your matters ſtand, 
he ought not to be ſo very old neither; for in- 
ſtance now, of what ule to you wou'd be a huſ- 
band of ſixty ? 

Mrs. Lov. Sixty! Are you mad, Mrs. Mech- 
Iin, what do you think I want to turn nutſe? 

Mrs. Mech. Or fifty-five ? 

Mrs. Love. Ugh, ugh, uph— 

; Ars. Mech. Or fifty? 

Mrs. Lov. Oh! that's too cunning an age; 
men, now-adays, rarely marry at fifty, they are 
too knowing and cautious, 

Mrs, Mech. Or forty-five, or forty, or— 

Mrs. Lov. Shall I, Mrs. Mechlin, tell you a 
piece of my mind ? 

Mrs. Mech. 1 believe, ma'am, that will be 
your belt way. 

Mrs. Lev. Why then, as my children are 
young and rebellious, the way to ſecure and 
preſerve their obedience, will be to marry a man 
that won't grow old in a hurry, 

Mrs. Mech. Why I thought you declar'd 
againſt youth? 

Mrs. Lov. So I do, ſo I do; but then, fix or 
ſeven and twenty is not ſo very young, Mrs. 
Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. No, no, a pretty ripe age; for 
at that time of life, men can buſtle and ſtir, 
they are not eaſily check'd, and whatever they 
take in hand they go through with. 

Mrs. Lov. True, true. 

"2 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, it is then they may be 
ſaid to be uſeful; it is the only tear and wear 
ſeaſon. 

Mrs. Love. Right, right. 

Mrs. Mech. Well, ma'am, I ſee what you 
want, and to-morrow about this time, if you'll 


do me the favour to call 

Mrs. Lov. I ſhan't fail. 

Mrs. Mech. I think I can ſuit you. 

Mrs. Lov. You'll be very oliging. 

Mrs. Mech. You may depend upon't, I'll do 
my endeavours. . 

Mrs. Low. But, Mrs. Mechlin, be ſure don't 
let him be older than that, not above ſeven or 
eight and twenty at moſt ; and let it be as ſoon 
as you conveniently can, 

Mrs. Mech. Never fear, ma'am. 

| IVirs. Lov. Becauſe you know, the more chil- 
dren I have by the ſecond venter, the greater 
placue I ſhall prove to thoſe I had by the firſt, 

Mrs. Mech. True, ma'am. You had better 
Jean on me to the door; but, indeed, Mrs. 
Loveit, you are very malicious to your children, 
very revengeful, indeed. 

Mrs. Mech. Ah, they deſerve it; you can't 
think what ſad w helps they turn out; no puniſh- 
ment can he too much; if their poor father 
cou'd but have foreſeen they wou'd have 
why vid I mention the dear man! it melts me 
too much. Well, peace be with him. To- 
morrow about this time, Mrs. Mechlin, will 
the party be here, think you ? 

Mrs. Mech. I can't lay. 


Mrs. Lov. Well, a good day, good Mrs. 
Mechlin. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Mech. Here, John, take care of your 
miſtreſs. [ Exit Mrs, Loveit. 
A good morning to you, ma'am. Jenny, bid 
Simon come up.—A huſband ! there now is a 
proof of the prudence of age; I wonder they 
dog add a clauſe to the act to prevent the old 
from marrying clandeſtinely as well as the young. 
I am ſure there are as many unſuitable matches ac 
this time of life as the other. | 


Enter SIMON. 


Shut the door, Simon. Are there any of Mr, 
Fungus's {-rvants below? 

Sim. Three or four ſtrange faces. | 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, ſome of that troop, I 
ſuppoſe ; come, Simon, be ſeated.— Well, Si- 
mon, as I was telling you; this Mr. Fungus, 
my lodger above, that has brought home from 
the wars a whole cart load of money, and who, 


(between you and I) went there from very little 
better than a driver of carts 


Sim. I formerly knew him, ma'am. 

Mrs. Mech. But he does not know you? 

Sim. No, no. | 

Mrs. Mech. IJ am glad of that—this ſpark, I 
ſay, not content with being really as rich as a 
lord, is determin'd to rival them too in every 
other accompliſhment. 

Sim. Will that be ſo eaſy? why he muſt be 
upwards of — 

Mrs. Mech, Fifty, T warrant. 


Sim, Rather late in life to ſet up for a gen- 
tleman. 


Mrs. Mech. But fine talents you know, and 
a ſtrong inclination.— 


Sim. 
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$im. That, indeed. 

Mrs. Mech. Then I promiſe you he ſpares for 
no pains. 

Sim. Diligent ? 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, always at it. Learning ſome- 
thing or other from morning to night; my he ſe 
is a perfect academy, ſuch a throng of fencers, 
dancers, riders, muſicians but, however, to 
ſweeten the pill, I have a fellow · feeling for re- 
commending the teachers. 

Sim. No doubt, ma'am; that's always the 
rule. | 

Mrs. Mech, But one of his ſtudies is really 
diverting, I own I can't help laughing at that. 

Sim. What may that be? 

Mrs. Mech. Oratory.—You muſt know his 
firſt ambition is to have a ſeat in a certain aſ- 
ſembly; and in order to appear there with cre- 
dit, Mr. What d*ye Cal'em, the man from the 
city, attends every morning to give him a lec- 
ture upon ſpeaking, and there is ſuch ha- 
ranguing and bellowing between them—Lord 
have mercy upon but you'll ſee enough on'r 
yourſelf; for do you know, Simon, you are to 
be his valet de chambre ? 

Sim, Me, madam | 

Mrs. Mch. Ay, his privy counſellor, his 
confidant, his director in chief. | 

Sim: To what end will that anſwer ? 

Mrs. Mech. There I am coming Lou are to 
know, that our Squire Wou'd-be is violently 
bent upon matrimony; and nothing forſooth 
will go down but a perſon of rank and condi- 
Uon. 

Sim. Ay, ay, for that piece of pride he's in- 
debted to Germany. 
e Mrs. 
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Mrs. Mech. T he article of fortune he holds in 
utter contempt, a grand alliance is all that he 
wants; ſo that the lady has but her veins full 
of high blood, he does not care two-pence how 
low and empty her purſe is. 

Sim. But, ma'am, won't it be difficult to meet 
with a ſuitable ſubject ? I believe there are few 
ladies of quality that 

Mrs. Mech, Oh, as to that, I am already pro- 
vided 

Sim. Indeed l 

Mrs. Mech, You know my niece Dolly? 

Sim. Very well. 

Mr;. Mech. What think you of her? 

Sim. Of Mils Dolly, for what? 

Mrs. Mech. For what ? you are plaguily dull; 
why, a woman of faſhion, you dunce. 

Sim. To be ſure Miſs Dolly is very deſerving, 
and few ladies have a better appearance z but, 
bleſs me, Madam, hers ptople of rank are ſo 
gencrally known, that the ſlighteſt enquiry 
wou'd priſon your project. | 

Mrs. Mech Oh, Simon, I have no fears from 
that quarter; there |, think, 1 am pretty ſecure. 

Sim. It that, indeed, be the caſe. — 

Mrs. Mech, In the firſt place, Mr. Fungus 
has an iatire reliance on me, 

Sim. That's ſomething. 

Mrs. Mech. Then to baffle any idle curioſity, 
we are not derived from any of your new-fangled 
gentry, who owe their upſtart nobility tv your 
Harry's and Edwards, No, no, we are ſcions 
from an older ſtock; we are the hundred and for- 
tieth lineal deſcendant from Hercules Alexan- 


der, earl of Glendowery, prime miniſter to king 
Malcolm the Firſt, 


Sim. 
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Sim. Odſo! a qualification for a canon of 
Straſbourg. ' So then it ſeems you are tranſ- 
planted from the Banks of the Tweed; Cry you 
mercy ! But how will Miſs Dolly be able to ma- 
nage the accent 

Mrs. Mech. Very well; ſhe was two years an 
actreſs in Edenborough. 

Sim. That's true; is the overture made, has 
there been any interview ? 

Mrs. Mech. Several; we have no diſlike to 
his perſon ; can't but own he is rather agreeable ; 
and as to his propoſals, they are greater than 
we cou'd delire ; but we are prudent and care- 
ful, ſay nothing without the Earl's approba- 
tion. 

Sim. Oh, that will be eaſily had. 

Ars. Mech. Not ſo eaſily; and now comes 
your part: but firſt, how goes the world with 
you, Simon ? 

Sim, Never worſe ! The ten bags of tea, and 
the cargo of brandy, them peering raſcals took 
from me in Suſſex, has quite broken my back. 

Mrs. Mech. Poor Simon! why then I am 
afraid there's an end of your traffick. 

Sim. Totally: for now thoſe fellows have got 
the Iſle of Man in their hands, I have no chance 
to get home, Mrs. Mechlin. | 

Mrs. Mech. Then you are intirely at leiſure ? 

Sim. As a Bath turnſpit in the month of July. 

Mrs. Mech. You are then, Simon, an old fa- 
mily ſervant in waiting here on the lady; but 
diſpatch'd to the North with a view to negotiate 
the treaty, you are juſt returned with the noble 
Peer's reſolution. Prepare you a ſuitable equi- 
page, I will provide you with a couple of letters, 
one for the lover and one for the lady 


Sim. 
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Sim. The contents 
Mrs. Mech. Oh, you may read them within: 
now with regard to any queſtions, I w:!l turnith 
you with ſuitable anſwers ; but you have a 
bungler to deal with, ſo your cards will be ea- 


lily play'd. 


Enter JE NN. 


Jen. Miſs Dolly, Ma'am, in a hackney coach 
at che corner; may ſhe come in? 

Mrs. Mech. Are the ſervants out of the way? 

Jen. Oh, ſhe is ſo muffle up and G:{guiſed, 
that ſhe'll run no danger trom them. 

Mrs. Mech. Be fare keep good watch at the 
door, Jenny. 

Jen. Oh, never fear, Ma'am. [ Exit Jenny, 

Mrs. Mech, Simon, take thole two letters that 
are under the furthermoſt cuſhion in the win— 
dow, run home, get a dirty pair of boots on, a 
great coat, and a whip, and be here with them 
in half an hour at fartheſt, 

§ m. I will not fail. But have you no farther 
directions ? 

Mrs. Mech. Time enough. I ſhall he in the 
way; for it is me that muſt introduce you 
above. { Exit Simon.] So, things ſeem now 
in a pretty good train; a few hours, it is to be 
hoped, will make me eaſy for life. To ſay 
truth, I begin to be tir'd of my trade. To be 
ſure the profits are great; but then, ſo are the 
riſks that I run: beſides, my private practice 
begins to be ſmoak'd. Ladies are luppos'd to 
come here with different deſigns than merely 
to lock at my goods: ſome of 1 my belt cuſtom- 
ers too, are got out of my channe], and manage 

their 
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their matters at home by their maids. Thoſe 

aſylums, they gave a dreadrul blow to my bu- 
ſineſs. Time has been, when a genileman 
wanted a friend, I could ſupply him with choice 
in an hour; but the market is ſpoiled, and a 
body might as ſoon produce a hare or a partridge 
as a pretty Euler Dolly.) So Niece, 
are all things prepar'd; have you got the papers 
from Harpy ? 

Dolly. Here they are, ma'am. 

Mrs, Mech. Let me fſee—Oh the marriage 
articles for Fungus to ſign. Have you got the 
contract about you? 

Dolly. You know, avnt, I left it with you. 

Mrs. Mech. True, 1 had forgot : but where 
is the bond that I Here it is; this, Dolly, 
you muſt ſign and ſeal befote witneſs. 

Lolly. To what end, aunt? 

Mrs. Mech. Only, child, a trifling acknow- 
ledgment for all the trouble I have taken; a lit- 
tle hint to your huſband, that he may reimburſe 
your poor aunt, for your cloaths, board, lodg- 
ing, and breeding. 

Dolly. J hope my aunt does not ſuſpect that 
I can ever be wantin 

Mrs. Mech. No, my dear, not in the leaſt : 
but it is beſt, Dolly, in order to prevent all re- 
troſpection, that we ſettle accounts before you 

change your condition, 

Dolly. But, ma'am, may not I ſce the con- 
tents ? 

Mrs. Mech. The contents, love, of what uſe 
will that be to you : ? Sign and ſeal, that's 
enough. 

Dilly. But, aunt, I chooſe to ſee what I ſign. 

| Mrs. 
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Mrs. Mech. To ſce, what then you ſuſpect 


me? 
Dolly. No, ma'am; but a little caution 


Mrs. Mech. Caution! Here's an impudent 
baggage ! how dare you diſpute my commands; 
have not I made you, raiſed you from nothing, 
and won't a word from my mouth reduce you 
again? 

Dolly. Madam, I 

Mrs. Mech. Anſwer me, huſſy, was not you 
a beggar's brat at my door; did not J, out - 
compaſſion, take you into my houſe, call 
my niece, and give you ſuitable breeding ? 

Dolly. True, madam. 

Mrs. Mech. And what return did you make 
me? You was ſcarce got into your teens, you 
forward ſlut, but you brought me a child almoſt 
as big as yourſelt ; and a delightful father you 
choſe for it! Doctor Catgut, tae meagre mu- 
ſician; that ſick monkey-face maker of crot- 
chets ; that eternal trotter after all the little 
draggle-tail'd girls of the town. Ob, you low 
ſlut, had it been by a gentleman, it would not 
have vex'd me; but a fidler | 

Dolly. For heaven's ſake. 

Mrs. Mech. After that you elop'd, commenc*d 
ſtroller, and in a couple of years, return'd to 
town in your original trim, with ſcarce a rag to 
your back. 

Dolly. Pray, ma'am— 

Mrs. Mech. Did not l, notwithſtanding, re- 
ceive you again? have not 1 tortured my brains 
for your good? found you a huſband as rich as 
a Jew, juſt brought all my matters to bear, and 


now you refuſe to ſign a paliry paper? 
D 2 Dolly. 
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Do. Pray, madam, give it me, I will ſign, 
execute, do all that you bid me. 

Mrs. Mech. You will; yes, fo you had beſt, 
And what's become of the child, have you done 
as J order'd ? 

N /y. The doctor was not at home; but the 
nurſe left the child in the kitchen. 

Ars. Mech, You heard nothing from him? 

Dilly. Not a word. 

Mrs. Mech. Then he is meditating ſome miſ- 
chief, | warrant. However, let our good ſtars 
ſecure us to-day, and a fig for what may hap- 
pen to-morrow, It is a little unlucky tho', that 
Mr. Fungus has choſen the doctor for his maſ- 
ter of muſic ; but as yer he has not been here, 
and, if poſſible, we muſt prevent him. 


Enter Texxv, haſtily, 


J. Mr. Fungus, the tallow chandler, 
ma'am, is croſſing the way, [hall i lay you are 
at home ? 

Mir. Mech. Hlis brother has ſervants enough, 
let lome of them anſwer. Hide, Dolly, Exit 
Doliy and Jenny.] [One knock at the door.) 
Av, that's the true tap of the trader; this old 
brother of ours tho' is ſmoaky and ſhrewd, and 
tho? an odd, a ſenſible f-low; we muſt guard 
againſt him: if he gets but an ipkling, but the 
flightctt ſuſpicion, cur project is marr'd. 
UA nc:/e without.) W hat the deuce is the mat- 
ter! As | live, a ſquabble between him and La 
Fleur, the French ootman we hir'd this morn- 
ing. This may make mirth, FI. liſten a little. 

[ RetiTes. 


Enter. 
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Enter Mr. Isa Ac Fux cus, driving in La FLEuR, 


J. Fung. What, is there no body in the houſe 
that can give me an anſwer; where's my bro- 
ther, you raſcal ? 

La Fleur. Je n'entend pas. 

J. Fung. Pas, what the devil is that; anſwer 
yes or no, is my brother at home ? don? t ſhrug 
up your ſhoulders at me, you Oh, here 
comes a rational being, 


Enter Mrs. MECHLIN. 


Madam Mechlin, how fares it? this here lan- 
thorn- jaw'd raſcal won't give me an anſwer, and 
indeed wou'd ſcarce let me into the houſe. 

La Fleur. C'eſt gros Bourgois a fait une ta- 
page de diable. 

Mrs. Mech. Fy donc c'eſt le frere de mon- 
ſicur. 

La Fleur. Le frere ! Mon Dieu! 

J. Fung. What is all this? what the devil lin- 

uo is the fellow a-talking ? 

Mrs. Mech. This is a footman from France 
that your brother has taken. 

J. Fung. From France! and is that the beſt 
of his breeding? I thought we had taught them 
better manners abroad, than to come here and 
inſult us at home. People make ſuch a rout 
about ſmuggling their frenchificd goods, their 
men do us more miſchief. If we could but 
hinder the importing of them 


Mrs. Mech. Ay, you are a true Briton, I ſee 
that, Mr. Iſaac. 


J. Fung. 
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J. Fung. I warrant me: is brother Zachary at 
home ? 

Mrs. Mech. Above ſtairs, Sir. 

T. Fung. Any company with him ? 

Mrs. Mech, Not any to hinder your viſit. La 
Fleur, ouvrez le porte, 

I. Fung. Get along you Mrs. Mechlin, 
your ſervant. I can't think what the devil 

makes your quality ſo fond of the monſieurs; 
for my part ] don't ſee——March and be hang'd 
to you—you ſooty-tac'd 

[ Exeunt I. Fungus, and La Fleur, 

Mrs. Mech, Come Dolly, you now may ap- 

pear. 


Enter JeNNvy, 


Jen. Mr. Paduaſoy, ma'am, the Spital-fields 
weaver ; he has been waiting this hour, and ſays 
he has ſome people at home 

Mrs. Mech. Let him enter; in a couple of 
minutes I'll follow you, Dolly. [ Exit Jenny. 


Enter PADUAsox. 


Mrs. Mech. Mr. Paduaſoy, you may load 
yourlelf home with thoſe ſilks, they won't do 
for my market, 

Mr. Pad. Why, what's the matter, Madam ? 

Mrs. Mech. Matter! you are a pretty fellow 
indeed; you a tradeſman ] but it's lucky I know 
you, things might have been worſe; let us ſet- 
tle accounts, Mr. Paduaſoy ; you'll ſee no more 
of my money, 

Mr. Pad. I ſhall be ſorry for that, Mrs, 
Mechlin, 1 

Mrs, 


at 
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Mrs. Mech. Sorry! anſwer me one queſtion 


am not I the beſt cuſtomer that ever you had? 


Pad. | confeſs it. 

Mrs. Mech. Have not I mortgaged my pre- 
cious ſoul, by ſwearing to my quality-cuſtomers 
that the ſtuff from your looms was the produce 
of Lyons ? 

Pad. Granted. 

Mrs. Mech. And unlefs that had been believ'd, 
could you have fold them a yard, nay a nail? 

Pad. I believe not. | 

Mrs. Mech. Very well. Did not, Sir, I pro- 
cure you more money for your curs'd goods, 
when fold as the manufacture of France, than 
as mere Engliſh they could have ever produced 
you ? 

Pad. I never deny'd it. 

Mrs. Mech. Then are not you a pretty fellow, 
to blow up and ruin my reputation at once ? 

Pad. Me, Madam ! 

FArs Mach. Yes, you. 

Pad. As how ? 

Mrs. Mech. Did not you tell me theſe pieces 
of ſilk were entire, and the only ones you had 
made of that pattern? 

Pad. I did. | 

Mrs. Mech. Now mind. Laſt Monday J left 
them as juſt landed, upon a pretence to ſecure 
them from ſeizure, at the old counteſs of Fur- 
below's, by whoſe means, I was ſure, at my own 
price, to get rid of them both; and who ſhould 
come in laſt night at the ball at the Manſion- 
Houſe, where my lady unluckily happen'd to be, 
with a full ſuit of the blue pattern upon her 
back, but Mrs, Deputy Dowlaſs, dizen'd out like 
a ducheſs. 

Pad. 
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Pad. Mrs. Deputy Dowlaſs ! Is it poſſible? 

Mrs. Mech. There is no denying the fact: 
but that was not all; if indeed Mrs. Deputy had 
behaved like a gentlewoman, and ſwore they 
had been ſent her from Paris, why there the 
thing would have died: but ſee what it is to 
have to do with mechanicks, the fool owned 
ſhe had them from you. I ſhould be glad to ſee 
any of my cuſtomers at a loſs for a lye. But 
thoſe trumpery traders, Mr. Paduaſoy, you'll 
never gain any credit by them. 

Pad. This muſt be a trick of my wife's; I 
know the women are intimate, but this piece of 
intelligence will make a hot houſe. None of 
my fault indeed, Mrs. Mechlin; I hope, ma'am, 
this won't make any difference ? 

Mrs. Mech. Difference! I don't believe I ſhall 
be able to ſmuggle a gown for you theſz ſix 
months. What is in that bundle? 

Pad. Some India handkerchiefs, that you pro- 
m1s'd to procure of a ſupercargo at Woolwich, 
for Sir Thomas Callico's lady. 

Mrs. Mech. Are you pretty forward with the 
light ſprigg'd waiſtcoats from Italy? 

Pad. They will be out of the loom in a 
week. 
Mrs. Mech. You need not put any Genoa 
velvets in hand till the end of the autumn; but 
you may make me immediately a freſh ſortment 
of foreign ribbons for ſummer. 

Pad. Any other commands, Mrs. Mechlin ? 

Mrs. Mech. Not at preſent, I think. 

Pad. 1 wiſh you, madam, a very good 
morning. | 

Mrs. Mech. Mr. Paduaſoy, Lord! I had lik'd 
to have forgot. You mult write an anonymous 

letter 


ter 
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etter to the Cuſtom-houſe, and ſend me ſome 
old ſilks to be ſeized; I muſt treat the town 
with a bonfire: it will make a line paragraph 
for the papers; and at the ſame time advertiſe 
the public where ſuch things may be had, 

Pad. I ſhan't fail, madam, {| Exi: Paduaſoy. 

Mrs. Mech. Wo ſays now that I am not a 
friend to my country! I think the Society for 
the Encouragement of Arts, ſhould vote me a 
premium. I am ſure I am one of the greateſt 


encouragers of our own manufactures. 
[ Exit Mrs. Mechlin, 
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Scent Firſt Continues. 


Enter Commissary Funcvus, Isaac Funevs, 
and Mrs. MECHLIN. 


Zac. Fungus. 
ROTHER Iſaac, you are a blockhead, 
] reil you. But firſt anſwer me this; can 
knowledge do a man any harm ? 

J. Fun. No, farting; what is befitting a man 
for to learn. 

Z. Fun. To learn! and how ſhould you 
know what is befitting a gentleman to learn! 
Stick to your trade, maſter tallow-chandler. 

J. Fun, Now, brother Zachary, can you ſay 
in your conſcience, as how, it is deſcent to be 
learning to dance, when you ha' almoſt loſt the 
uſe of your legs? 

Z. Fun. Loſt the uſe of my legs! to ſee but 
the malice of men! Do but ax Mrs. Mechlin 
now, ma*am, does not Mrs. Dukes ſay, that, con- 
ſidering my time, I have made a wonderful pro- 
greſs? 

1. Fun. Your time, brother Zac | 

Z. Fun. Ay, my time, brother Iſaac. Why, 
I ha'nt been at it paſſing a couple of months, 

and we have at our ſchool too aldermen _ a 
| Er» 
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ſerjeant at law, that were full half a year before 
they could get out of hand. 

Mrs. Mech. Very true, Sir. 

Z. Fun. There now, Mrs. Mechlin can vouch 
it. And pray, ma'am, does not maſter allow, 
that of my age, I am the moſt hopeful ſcholar 
he has? 

Mrs. Mech. I can't but ſay, Mr. Iſaac, that 
the *(quire has made a moſt prodigious im- 
provement. 

Z. Fun. Do you hear that? I wiſh we had 
but a kit, I would ſhow you what I could do: 
one, two, three, ha. One, two, three, ha. 
There are riſings and ſinkings. 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, marry, as light as a cork. 

Z. Fun. A*n't it! Why, before next winter 
is over, he ſays, hell fit me for dancing in pub- 
lic; and who knows but in Lent, you may ſee 
me amble at a Ridotto with an opera finger, 

Mrs. Mech. And I warrant he acquits him- 
ſelf as well as the beſt. 

J. Fun. Mercy on me; and pray brother, that 
thing like a ſword in your hand, what may the 
uſe of that implement be? 

Z. Fun. This! oh, this is a foil, 

„ X 23 

Z. Fun. Ay, a littie inſtrument, by which, 
we who are gentlemen, are inſtructed to kill one 
another, 

J. Fun. To kill! Marry, heaven forbid; I 
hope you have no ſuch bloody intentions. Why, 
brother Zac. you was uſed to be a peaceable 
man. 

Z. Fun. Ay, that was when I was a paltry 
mechanic, and afraid of the law, but now I am 
another gueſs perſon; I have been in camps, 

E 2 con- 
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cantoons, and intrenchments: have marched 
over bridges and breaches; I have ſeen the 
Ezel and Wezell; I'm got as rich as a Jew, and 
if any man dares to affront me, I'll let him know 
that my trade has been fighting. 

IJ. Fun. Rich as a Jew! Ah, Zac. Zac. but 
if you had not had another gueſs trade than 
fighting, I doubt whether you would have re- 
turned altogether ſo rich: but now you have 
got a! this wealth, why not fit down and enjoy 
it in quiet? 

Z. Fun, Hark ye, Iſaac, do you purtend to 
know lite ? are you acquainted with the Beaux 

d'Eſprits of the age? 

I. Fun. I don't underſtand you. 

Z. Fun. No, 4 believe not; then how ſhould 
you know what belongs to gentility ? 

J. Fun. And why not as well as you, brother 
Zac. I hope I am every whit as well born? 

Z. Fun. Ay, Iſaac, but the breeding is all; 
conſider I have been a gentleman above five 
years and three quarters, and I think ſhould 
know a little what belongs to the buſineſs; hey, 
Mrs. Mechlin ? 

Mrs. Mech. Very true, Sir. 

Z. Fun. And as to this foil, do you know, 
Ifaac, in what the art of facing conſiſts ? 

J. Jun, How ſhou'd 1? 

Z. Fun. Why it is ſhort; there are but two 
rules; the firſt is, to give your antagoniſt as 
many thruſts as you can; the ſecond, to be 
careful and receive none yourſelf. 

J. Fun. But how this is to be done? 

Z. Fun. Oh, eaſy enough: for do you ſee, if 
you can but divert your adverſary's point from 


ihe line of your body, it is impoſſible he ever 
ſhould 
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ſhould hit you; and all this is done by a little 
turn of the wriſt, either this way, or that way. 
But I'll ſhow you : John, bring me a foil. Mrs. 
Mechlin, it will be worth your obſerving, Here, 


brother Iſaac. [Offers him a foil. ] 
I. Fun. Not I. 

Z. Fun. Theſe bourgois are ſo frightful. Mrs. 
Mechlin, will you, ma'am, do me the favour to 
puſh at me a little? Mind, brother, when ſhe 
thruſts at me in carte, I do ſo; and when ſhe 
puſhes in tierce, I do ſo; and by this means a 
man is ſure to avoid being killed. Bur it may 
not be amiſs, brother Iſaac, to give you the 
progreſs of a regular quarrel ; and then you will 
ſee what ſort of a thing a gentleman is. NowlI 
have been told, do ſee, brother Iſaac, by a friend 
who has a regard for my honour, that Captain 
Jenkins, or Hopkins, or Wilkins, or what 
captain you pleaſe, has in public company call'd 
me a cuckold 

J. Fun. A cuckold? But how can that be? 
becauſe why, brother Zac. you be*nt married. 

Z. Fun. But as J am uſt going to be marry'd, 
that may very well happen you know. 

Mrs. Mech. True. 

Z. Fun. Yes, yes, the thing is natural enough. 
Well, the captain has ſaid, I am a cuckold, 
Upon which, the firit time I ſet eyes on captain 
Wilkins, either at Vaux-hall, or at Ranelagh, I 
accoſt him, in a courteous, genteel-like manner. 

J. Fun. And that's more than he merits. 

Z. Fun. Your patience, dear Iſaac ——in a 
courteous, gentleman-like manner; captain Hop- 
kins, your ſervant. 

I. Fun. Why, you call'd him but now Cap- 
tain Wilkins, 


Z. Fun. 
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Z. Fun, P'ſhaw! You blockhead, I tell you 
the name does not ſignify nothing——Your 
jervant ; ſhall I crave your ear for a moment? 
The captain politely replies, Your commands, 
good Mr. Fungus? then we walk fide by fide— 
Come here, Mrs. Mechlin.—{ They walk up and 
down] for ſome time as civil as can be. Mind 
brother Iſaac. 

J. Fun. I do, I do. 

Z. Fun. Hey !—— no, t'other ſide, Mrs. 
Mechlin.—— that's right I hear, captain 
Wilkins | | 

IJ. Fun. I knew it was Wilkins. 

Z. Fun. Zounds! Iſaac, be quiet - Wilkins, 
that you have taken ſome liberties about and 
concerning of me, which, damme, I don't un- 
derſtand 

J Fun. Don't ſwear, brother Zachary. 

Z. F. Did ever mortal hear the like of this 
fellow! 

I. Fun. But you are grown ſuch a reprobate 
ſince you went to the wars | 

Z. Fun. Mrs. Mechlin, ſtop the tongue of 
that blockhead ; why, dunce, I am ſpeaking by 
rule, and Mrs, Mechlin can tell you that duels 
and dainme's go always together, 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, always. 

Z. Fun. Which, damme, I don't underſtand, 
Liberties with you, cries the captain, where, 
when, and in what manner? Laſt Friday night, 
in company at the St. Alban's, you call'd me 
a buck, and moreover ſaid, that my horns were 
exalted. Now, Sir, I know very well what 
was your meaning by that, and therefore de- 
mand ſatisfaction. That, Sir, is what I never 

deny 


d 
I 
1 
a 
8 
; 
] 
| 


4 
* 
+ * 
F 

' a 
vo; 
*E.: 
24 


THE COMMISSARY. ar 


deny to a gentleman 3 but as to you, Mr. Fun- 
gus, I can't conſent to give you that rank, 
How Sir, do you deny my gentility ! Oh, that 


affront muſt be anſwered this inſtant Draw 
Sir. New puſh, Mrs. Mechlin. [They fence. ] 
There I parry tierce, there I parry carte, there 
I parry Hold, hold, have a care, zooks ! 
Mrs. Mechlin. 

J. Fun. Ha, ha, ha! I think you have met 
with your match; well puſh'd, Mrs. Mechlin. 

Z. Fun. Ay. but inſtead of puſhing in tierce, 
ſhe puſhed me in carte, and came ſo thick with 
her thruſts, that ic was not in nature to parry 
them. 

J. Fun. Well, well, I am fully convinc'd of 


your {kill ; but I think, brother Zac. you hint- 


ed an intention of marrying, 1s that your de- 
hen ? 

Z. Fun. Undoubtedly, 

J. Fun. And when? 

Z. Fun. Why this evening. 

J. Fun. So ſudden ! and pray is It a ſecret to 
whom ? 

Z. Fun. A ſecret, no, I am proud of the match; 
ſhe brings me all that I want, her veins full of 
gocd blood ; ſuch a family ! ſuch an alliance ! 
zooks, ſhe has 2 pedigree as long as the Mall, 
brother Iſaac, with large trees on each fide, and 
all the boughs loaded with lords. 

J. Fun. But has the lady no name? 

Z. Fun. Name ay, ſuch a name, lord, we 
have nothing like it in London: none of your 
ſtunded little dwarfiſh words of one ſyllable; 
your Watts, and your Potts, and your Frotts; 
this rumbles through the throat like a cart with 

broad 
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broad wheels. Mrs. Mechlin, you can pro- 
nounce it better than me. 

Mrs. Mech. Lady Sachariſſa Mackirkincroft. 

Z. Fun. Kirkincroft ! there are a mouthful of 
ſyllables for you. Lineally deſcended from 
Hercules Alexander Charlemagne Hannibal, 
Earl of Glendower, prime miniſter to king Mal- 
colm the firſt. 

J. Fun. And are all the parties agreed? 

Z. Fun, I can't ſay quite all; for the right 
honourable peer that is to be my pappa, (who 
by the bye) is as proud as the devil, ha: flatly 
renounc'd the alliance, calls me here in his letter 
Plebeian, and ſays if we have any children, they 
will turn out very little better than pye balls. 

F I. Fun. And what does the gentlewoman 
ay ?, 

2. Fun. The gentle woman! Oh, the gentle- 
woman, who (between ourſelves) is pretty near 
as high as her father; but, however, my perſon 
has prov'd too hard for her pride, and I take the 
affair to be as good as concluded. 

J. Fun. It is relolv'd ? 

Z. Fun, Fix'd. 

J. Pun. I am ſorry for it. 

Z. Fun. Why ſo? come, come, brother Iſaac, 
don't be uneaſy, I have a ſhrewd gueſs at your 
grievance; but though you may not be ſuffer'd 
to ſee lady Scracariſſa at firſt, yet who knows 
before long I may have intereſt enough with 
her to bring it about; and in the mean time you 
may dine when you will with the ſteward. 

I. Fun. You are exceedingly kind. 

Z. Fun. Mrs, Mechlin, you don't think my 
lady will gainſay it? | 
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Mrs. Mech By no means; it is wonderful, 
conſidering her rank, how mild and 1 e rl 
ing ſne is: why, but yeſterday, ſays her lad! 
ſhip to me, I hough, Mrs. Mechlin, it can't by 
iuppos'd that ! ſhou'd admit any of the Fungus 
family into my prelence—- 

Z. Fun. No, no, to be ſure; not at lirſt, as I 
ſaid. 

Mrs. Mech. Yet his brother, or any other re- 
lation, may dine with the ſervants every day. 

Z. Fun. Do you hear, Ilaac, there's your true, 
inherent nobility, o humble and affable but 
people of real rank never have any pride; that 
is only for upſtarts. 

J. Fun. Wondcriully gracious, but here, bro- 
ther Zac. you miſtake me, it is not for mylclt J 
am ſorry. 

Z. Jun. Whom then? 

J. Fun. Fur you. Don't you think that your 
vife will deſpiſe you ? 

Z. Fun, No. | 

J. Fun. Can you ſuppoſe that you will live to- 
gether a month? 

. Fun. Yes. 

J. Fun. Why, can you bear to walk about your 
own houſe like a paitry dependant ? 

Z. Fun. No. 

J. Fin. To have yourſelf and your orders con- 
temn'd by your ſervants ? 

Z. Fun. No. 

J. Fun. Ta ſee your property devour'd by your 
lad) s beggarly couſins, who, notwithſtanding, 
won't vouchſafe you a nod 3 

Z. Fan. No. 

1 Fun. Can you be blind ar her bidding, run 
ar her ſending, corne at her calling, dine by your- 

1 ſelf 
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ſelf when ſhe has bettermoſt company, and ſleep 
fix nights a week in the garret ? 

Z. Fun, No. 

J. Fun. Why, will you dare to diſobey, have 
the impudence to diſpute the ſovereign will and 
pl-alure of a lady like her? 

Z. Fun. Ay, marry will J. 

J. Fun. And don't you expect a whole clan of 
Andrew Ferraros, with their naked points at 
your throat ? 

Z. Fun. No. 

J. Fun. Then you don't know half you wilt 
have to go tkrough, 

Z. Fun. Look you, brother, I know what you 
wou'd be at; you don't mean J ſhou'd marry 
at all. 

J. Fun. Indeed, brother Zachary, you wrong 
me; I fhou'd with pleaſure ſee you equally 
match'd, that 1s, to one of your own rank and 
condition, 

Z. Fun. You wou'd? I don't doubt it, but that 
is a pleaſure you never wiil have, Look you, 
Iſaac, I have made up my mind; it is a lady E 
like, and a lady Iwill have; and if you fay any 
more, }'li not be contented with that, for dam- 
mee, I'll marry a duchels, 


Enter La FILE UR. 


La Fleur. Le Maitre pour donner d' Elo— 
quence. 

Z. Fun. What does the puppy ſay, Mrs. 
Mechlin, for you know I can't parler vous. 

Mrs. Mech. The gentleman from the city, 


that is to make you a ſpeaker, 
Z. Fun. 
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Z. Fun, Odzooks ! a {pecial fine fellow, let's 


have him. 
Mrs. Mech. Faites le entres. [ Exit La Fieus, 
1. Fun. Brother, as you are buly, 1 will take 


another 
Z. Fun. No, no, this is the fineſt fellow of 


all, it is he that is to make me a man; and hark 
ye, brother, if I ſhould chance to riſe in the 
ſtare, no more words, your buſineſs is done. 

J. Fun. What, I reckon ſome member of 
parliament, 

Z. Fun. A member; Lord help you, bro- 
ther Llaac, this man is a whole ſenate himſelf. 
Why it is the famous orationer that has pub— 
liſh'd the book. 

1. Fun. What, Mr. Gruel, 

Z. Fun. The ſame, 

T. Fun. Yes, I have ſeen his name in the 
News. 

Z. Fun. His knowledge i is wonderful; he has 
told me ſuch {ccrets : . Wi hy do you kaow, Iſaac, 
by what means 'tis we ſpeak ? 

J. Fan. Speak! why we ſyeak with our 
mouths, 

Z. Fun. No, we don't. 

J. Fun. No | 

Z. Fun. No. He ſays we ſpeak by means 
of the tonguc, the reeth, and the throat; and 
without them we only ſhond bellow, 

J. Fun. But ſurely the mouth 

. Fun, The mouth, I teil you, is little of 
nothing, only juſt a Cavity lor the air to pais 
through, 

J. Fun, Indeed! 


Z. Fun. That's all; and when the cavity's 
7 2 | Cnall, 
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ſmall, little ſounds will come out; when large, 
the great ones proceed; obſe ve now in whiſt— 
ling and bawling. ——| whiſtles and bawls.] —Do 
you ſce. Oh, he 1s a miraculous man. 

J. Fun. But of what ule is all this ? 

Z. Fun. But it's knowledge, an't it; and cf 
what ſignification is that, you fool! and then as 
to uſe, why he can make me ſpeak in any man- 
ner he pleaſes; as a lawyer, a merchant, a coun- 


try gentle man; whatever the ſubject requires.— 
But here he is. 


Enter Mr. GRU EL. 


Mr Gruel, your ſervant; I have been holding 
fori in your praiſe. ö 

Gruel. I make no doubt, Mr. Fungus, but 
to your decla mation, or recitation, (as Quinti- 
lian more properly terins it) I ſhall be indebted 
for m uch future praiſe, in as much as the repu- 
ratio. of the ſcholar does (as J may lay) confer, 
or rather as it were reflect, a marvelous kind of 
luſtre on the fame of the maſter himſelf. 

Z. Jun. There, liaac! didit ever hear the 
like? he talks juit as if it were all out of a 
book; what wou'd you give to be able to utter 
ſuch words? 

I. Fun. And what ſhou'd I do with them? 
them holiday terms wou'd not pals in my ſhop; 
there's no buying and ſelling with them. 

Cruel. Your obſervation is pick y and perti- 
nent; different y tions UiGerent idioms demand, 
poliſhed periods accord ill with the mouths of 
mechanics; but as that tribe is permitted to cir— 
culate a baſer ind of coin, for the eaſe and 

con- 


* 
* 
* #1 
: 
* 
7 
Fd 
2 
* 
2 
4 


4 
— ＋ 
* 
1 
S 
_— 
I 
* 
* 
2 
1 


* — = 
aa — . » 


THE COMMISSARY. 37 


convenience of inferior traffic, ſo it is indulg'd 


with a vernacular or vicious vulgar phraſeology, 


to carry on their interlocutory commerce; but 
I doubt, Sir, I ſoar above the region of your 
comprehenſion ? 
1. Fun. Why if you wou'd come down a ſtep 
or two, I can't fay but I ſhou'd underſtand you 
the better, | | 

Z. Fun. And I too. 

Grue!, Then to the familiar I fall: if the gen- 
tleman has any ambition to ſhine at a veſtry, a 
common-hall, or even a convivial club, I can 
ſupply him with ample materials. 

J. Fun. No, I have no ſuch deſire. 

Gruel. Not to loſe time; your brother here, 
(for ſuch I find the gentleman is) in other re- 
ſpects a common man like yourſelf 

Z. Fun, No better, 

Gruel. Obſerve how alter'd by means of my 
art: arc you prepar'd in the ſpeech on the great 
importance of trade? 

Z. Fun. Pretty well, I believe. 

Gruel. Let your geſticulations be chaſte, and 
your muſcular movements conſiſtent. 

Z. Fun. Never fear [Enter JExNY, and 

whiſpers Mrs. MECHLIN. 
Mrs. Mechlin, you'll ſtay ? 

Mrs. Mech. A little buſineſs, I'll return in an 
inſtant. Exit Mrs. MECHLIN. 

Gruel. A little here to the left, if you pleaſe, 
Sir, there you will only catch his profile that's 
rizht—now you will have the full force of his 
face; one, two, three ; now off you go. 

Z. Fun. When I conſider the vaſt importance 
of this diy's debate ; when I revolve the vari— 
7 ous 
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ous viciſſitudes that this foil has ſuſtain'd ; when 
J ponder what our painted progenitors were; 
and what we, their civilized ſucceſſors, are; 
when I refle&, that they fed on crab-apples and 
cheſnuts | 

Gruel. Pignuts, good Sir, if you pleaſe, 

Z. Fun. You are right ; crab-apples and pig- 
nuts; and that we fealt on green-peas, and on 
cuſtards: when I trace in the recording hiſtori— 
cal page, that their floods gave them nothing but 
frogs, and now know we have fiſh by land- car- 
riage, 1 am loſt in amazement at the prodigious 
power of commerce. Hail commerce ! daugh- 
rer of induſtry, conſort to credit, parent of opu- 
lence, full fitter to liberty, and great grand- 
mother to the art of navigation 

I. Fan. Why this gentlewoman has a pedigree 
as long as your wife's, brother Zac. 

Z. Fun, Prithee Iſaac be quier—art of navi- 
CALION—a—2—'vVIgation, Zooks, that fel- 
low has put me quite out, 

Gruel, It matters not; this day's performance 
has largely fulfill'd your yeſterday's promiſe. 

Z. Fun. But I han't half done, the beſt is to 
come ; let me juſt give him that part abour 
turnpegs—for the ſloughs, the mires, the ruts, 
the impaſſable bogs, that the languid, but ge- 
nerous, ſteed traveiled through; he now pricks 
vp his ears, he neighs, he canters, he capers 
through a whole region of turnpegs. 


Enter Mis. Mrcalng. 


A fs. Mech. Your riding-maſter is below. 
Z. Jun. Gadlo | then here we muſt end. 
You'll 


„ toren, A e ® Deas tw ,- 7 4. 4 7 24 — ee Soar Irongntt ro MD. 42. — — Ov. 


2 . w © 


THE COMMISSARY. 39 


Yeu'll pardon me, good Mr. Gruel ; for as I 
want to be a finiſhed gentleman as ſoon as I 
can, it is impoſſible for me to ſtick long to any 
one thing. 

Grucl. Sir, Though your exit is rather abrupt, 
yet the multiplicity of your avocations do, (as 
I may ſay; in ſome meaſure, cicatrize the other- 
wiſe mortal wound on this occaſion ſuſtained by 
decorum. 

Z. Fun. Cicatriſe! I could hear him all day. 
He is a wonderful man. Well, Mr, Gruel, to- 
morrow we will at it again. 

Gruel. You will find me prompt at your ſlight- 
eſt volition. 

Z. Fun. I wiſh, brother Iſaac, I could have 
ſtaid, you ſhould have heard me oration way 
like a lawyer, about, pleadings and preſidents, 
but all in good time.— Exit Funcus, 

Mrs. Mech. This gentleman, Sir, will gaia 
you vaſt credit. 

Gruel. Yes, ma' am, the capabilities of the 
gentleman, I confeſs, are enormous; and as to 
you I am indebted for this promiſing pupil, you 
will permit me to expunge the obligation by an 
inſtantaneous and gratis lecture on that ſpecies 
of eloquence peculiar to ladies. 

. Mrs. Mech. Oh, Sir, I have no ſort of occa- 
ION — | 

Gruel. As to that biped, man, (for ſuch 1 de- 
fine him to be) a male or malculine manner be- 
lungs — 

Mrs. Mech. Any other time, good Mr, 
Gruel. 

Gruel. So to that biped, woman, ſhe partici- 
pating of his general nature, the word Ws in 
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Latin, being promiſcuouſly uſed as woman of 
Mman— | 
Mrs. Mech. For Heaven's ſake 
Gruel. But being caſt in a more tender and 
delicate mold — | 
Mrs. Mech. Sir, I have twenty people in wait- 
ing 
8 The ſoft, ſupple, inſinuating graces 
Mrs. Mech. I muſt inſiſt— 
Gruel, Do appertain, (as I may ſay) in a more 
peculiar, or particular, manner ; 
Mrs. Mech. Nay, then 
. Gruel, Her rank, in the order of entities.— 
Mrs. Mech. I muſt thruſt you out of my houſe. 
Gruel. Not calling her forth 
Mrs, Mech. Was there ever ſuch a—ſpuſbing 
him out. | 


Re-enier GRukI. 


Gruel. To thoſe eminent, hazardous, and, (as 
I may ſay) perilous conflicts, which ſo often 
Mrs. Mech. Get down ſtairs, aud be hang'd 
to you. | Puſhes him out.] There he goes, as | 
live, from the top to the bottom ; 1 hope, I 
han't done him a miſchi-f: You ar*n't hurt, Mr. 
Gruel ?—No, all's ſafe; I hear him going on 
with his ſpeech ; an impertinent puppy! 
J. Fun. Impertinent, indeed, I wonder all 
thoſe people don't turn your head, Mrs. Mechlin. 
Mrs. Mech. Oh, I am pretty well us'd to 'em. 
But who comes here! Mr. Ilaac, it you will ſtep 
into the next room, I have ſomething to commu— 
nicate that well deſerves your attention. 
L /ixit Ie Aac FUNGUS. 
Euter 
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Enter SIMON, 


Sim. Doctor Catgut at the foot of the ſtaits. 

Mrs. Mech. The devil he is! What can have 
brought him at this time of day ? Watch, Simon, 
that nobody comes up whilit he is here. [East 
SIMON. I hope he has not heard ot the pretty 
preſent we ſent him to day. 


Enter Tyr. CaTcourT. 


Dr. Cat. Madam Mechlin, your humble, I 
have, ma'am, received a couple of compliments 
from your manſion this morning; one I find 
from a lodger of your's, the other I preſume 
from your niece; but for the lait, 1 rather ſup- 
pole I am indebted to you. 

Mrs.Mech. Me! indeed, Doctor, you are widely 
miſtaken ; I aſſure you, Sir, ſince your buſineſs 
broke our, I have never ſet eyes ct her once. 

Dr. Cat. Then I am falſly informed. 

Mrs. Mech. But after all you muſt own 1t is 
but what you deſerve; 1 wonder, Doctor, you 
don't leave off theſe tricks. 

Dr. Cat. Why what can I do, Mrs. Mechlin ? 
my conſtitution requires it. 

Mrs. Mech. Indeed, I ſhould not have thought 
it. 

Dr. Cat. Then the dear little devils are ſo deſ- 
Perately fond. 

Mrs. Mech. Without doubt. 

Dr. Cat. And for frolick, flirtation, diligence, 
dreſs and addreſs 


Ars. Mech. To be ſure. 
2 | Dr. 
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Dr. Cat. For what you call genuine gallantry 
few men, I flatter myſelf, will be found that can 
match me. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, that's a point given up. 

Dr. Cat. Hark ye, Molly Mechlin; let me 
periſh, child, you look divinely to-day. 

Mrs. Mech. Indeed 

Dr. Cat. But that I have two or three affairs 
on my hands, I ſhould be poſitively tempted to 
trifle with thee a little. 

Mrs. Mech, Ay, but Doctor, conſider I am 
not of a trifling age, it would be only loſing 
your time. 

Dr. Cat. Ha, ſo coy! But a propos, Molly, 
this lodger of your's; who is he, and what does 
he want ? 

Mrs. Mech. You have heard of the great Mr. 
Fungus ? 

Dr. Cat. Well! 

Mrs. Mech. Being informed of your ſkill and 
abilities, he has ſent for you to teach him to 
ſing. 

Dr. Cat. Me teach him to ſing! What does 
the ſcoundrel mean to affront me? 

Mrs. Mech. Affront you! 

Dr. Car. Why don't you know, Child, that I 
quitted that paltry profeſſion ? 

Mrs. Mech. Nor I. 

Dr. Cat. Oh, intirely renounc'd it. 

Mrs. Mech. Then what may you follow at 
preſent ? 

Dr. Cat. Me!—nothing. I am a poet, my 
dear. 

Mrs. Mech. A poet! 

Dr. Cat. A poet. The Muſes; you knowl was 
always fond of the ladies: I ſuppoſe you have 

| heard 
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heard of Shakeſpeare, and Shadwell, of Tom 
Brown, and of Milton, and Hudibras i ? 

Mrs. Mech. I have. 

Dr. Cat. I ſhall blaſt all their laurels, by gad; 
] have juſt given the public a taſte, but there's a 
belly-full for them in my larder at home. 

Mrs. Mech. Upon my word, you ſurpriſe me; 3 
but pray, is poetry a trade to be learn'd ? 

Dr. Cat. Doubtleſs. Capital as I am, I have 
not acquired it above a couple of years. 

Mrs. Mech. And cou'd you communicate your 
art to another ? 

Dr. Cat. To be ſure. Why I have here in 
my pocket, my dear, a whole folio of rbymes, 
from Z quite to great A. Let us ſee, A. ay, 
here it begins, A, aſs, paſs, graſs, mals, laſs, and 
ſo quite thro the alphabet down to Z. Zounds, 
grounds, mounds, pounds, hounds. 

Mrs. Mech. And what do you do with thoſe 
rhymes ? 

Dr. Cat. Oh, we ſupply them. 

Mrs. Mech. Supply them ? 

Dr. Cat. Ay, fill them up, as I will ſhew 

ou. Laſt week, in a ramble to Dulwich, I 
made theſe rhimes into a duet for a new comic 
opera I have on the ſtocks. Mind, for I look 
upon the words as a model for that fort of writ- 


ing. 
Firſt ſne.— T here to ſee the fluggiſh aſs, 


Through the meadows as we paſs, 
Eating up the farmer's graſs, 
Blyth and merry, by the maſs, 
As à lively country laſs, 


Mrs. Mech. Very pretty. 
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Dr. Cat. A'n't it. Then he replies, 


Hear the farmer cry out, ⁊cunds 
As he trudges through the grounds, 
Yeonaer benſt has broke my mounds; 
If the pariſh has no pounds, 

Kill, and give him to the hounds. 


Then Da Capo, both join in repeating the 
laſt ſtanza; and this tack'd to a tolerable tune, 
will run you for a couple of months. You ob- 
ſerve ? 

Ars. Mech, Clearly. As our gentleman is 
de ſirous to learn all kinds of things, ] can't help 
thinking but he will take a fancy to this. 

Dr. Cat. In that caſe, he may command me, 


my dear; and I promiſe you, in a couple of 


months, he ſhall know as much of the matter 


2s I ao, 


Mrs. Mech. At preſent he is a little en- 


caged, but as ſoon as the honey moon is 
over 


Dr. Cat. Honey- moon! Why is he going to 


be marry'd? 

Mrs. Mech. This Evening, I fancy. 

Dr. Cat. The fineſt opportunity for an intro- 
duction, in nature; J have by me, Ma'am Mech- 


lin, of my own compoſition, ſuch an epithal- 
mium. 


Ars. Mech. Thalmium, what's that? 

Dr. Cat. A kind of an elegy, that we poets 
compoſe at the ſolemnization of weddings. 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, ho! 


Dr. Cat. It is ſet to mulick already, for I ſtill 
compole ſor myſelt. 
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Mrs. Mech. You Go? 

Dr. Cat. Yes. What think you now of pro- 
viding a band, and ſerenading the *Squire to 
night ? It will be a pretty excempore compli- 
ment. 

Mrs. Mech. The prettieſt thought in the 
world. But I hear Mr. Fungvs's bell. You'll 
excuſe me, dear Doctor, you may ſuppole we 
are buly. 

Dr. Cat. No apology then, PII about it this 
inſtant. 

Mrs. Mech. As ſoon as you pleaſe; any 
thing to get you out of the way. [Afide and 
extt 1 

Dr. Cat. Your obſequious, good madam 
Mechlin. But notwithſtanding all your fine 
ſpeeches, I ſhrewdly ſuſpect my bleſſed bargain 
at home was a preſent from you; and what ſhall 
I do with it? Theſe little embarraſſes we 
men of intrigue are eternally ſubject to. There 
will be no ſending it back. She will never let 
it enter the houſe, —Hey ! gad, a lucky thought 
1s come into my head this ſerenade is finely 
contrived, Madam Mechlin ſhall have her 
couſin again, for I will return her bye-blow in 
the body of a double baſe-viol; ſo the Bawd 
ſhall have a concert as well as the Squire. 

[ Exit Dr. CaTGuT.] 


END of the Second AcT. 
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SCENE Continucs. 


Enter Harey, Yours Loveir, ard Jexxy, 


Harpy. 


E LL your. miſtreſs my name is Harpy ; 
ſhe knows me, and how precious my 
time is. 
Jen. Mr. Harpy, the attorney of Furnival's 
Inn? [Exit Jenny. 
Har. The tame, Ay, ay, young gentleman, 
this is your woman; i warrant your buſineſs is 
done. You knew Kitty Williams, that marry'd 
Mr. Abednigo Potiphar, the Jew broker ? 
Z. Lov. I did. 


Har. And Robin Rainbow, the happy hul- 


band of the widow Champanſy, from the iſle of 
St. Kitt's ? 

Z. Lov. I have ſeen him. 

Har. All owing to her, Her ſucceſs in that 
branch of buſineſs is wonderful! Why, I care 
believe, ſince laſt ſummer, ſhe has not ſent off 
leſs than forty couple to Edinburgh. 

Z. Lov. Indeed! She mult be very adroit. 

Har, 
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Har. Adroit! You ſhall judge. I will tell you 
a caſe: you know the large brick houſe at Peck- 
ham, with a turret at top! F 

Z. Lev. Well. 

Har. There liv'd Miſs Cicely Mite, the only 
daughter of old Mite the checlemonger, at the 
corner of Newgat e- e Juit rurn'd of fourteen, 
and under the wing of an old maiden aunt, as 
watchful as a drago! n—but huſh—t hear Mrs. 
Mechlin, I'll take another ſeaſon to nich mi 
tale. 

Y. Lov. But, Mr. Harpy, as theſe kind of 
women are a good deal given to goſſiping, I 
wou'd rather my real name was a ſecret till there 
is a ſort of neceſlity. 

Har. Goſſiping! She, lord help you, ſhe is 

as Cloſe as a Catholic confeſſor. 

Z. Lov. That may be, but you muſt give me 
leave to inſiſt. 

Har. Well, well, as you pleaſe. 


Enter Mrs, MECHLIN. 


Your very humble ſervant, good madam Mech- 
lin; I have taken the liberty to introduce a 
young gentleman, a friend of mine, to crave 
your aſſiſtance. 

Mrs. Mech. Any friend of yours, Mr. Harpy ; 
Won! t you be ſeated, Sir. 

Lov. Ma'am. [They {it down.) 

85 Mech. And pray, Sir, how can I ſerve 
you ? 

Har. Why, ma'am, the gentleman's ſituation 


is but, Sir, you had better ſlate your caſe to 
Mrs. Mechlin yourſelf, 


Z. Lov. 
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Z. Lov. Why, you are to know, ma'am, that 
Jam juſt eſcap'd from the Univerſity, where (I 
need not tell you) you are greatly eſteem'd. 

Mrs. Mech, Very obliging. I muſt own, Sir, 
I have had a very great reſpect for that learned 
body, ever fince they made a near and dear friend 
of mine a doctor of mulic. 

Z. Lov. Yes, ma'am, I remember the gentle- 
man. 

Mrs. Mech. Do you know him, Sir? I expect 
him here every minute to inſtruct a lodger of 
mine. 

Z. Lov. Not intimately. Juſt arriv'd, but 
laſt night; upon my coming to town I found my 
father deceas'd, and all his fortune devis'd to his 
relict, my mother. 

Mrs. Mech. What, the whole 

Y. Lev. Every ſhilling. That is, for her 
lite. 

Mrs. Mech. And to what ſum may it amount? 

. Lov. Why, my mother is eternally telling 
me, that after her, I ſhall inherit fifty or ſixty 
thouſand at kaſt, 

Mrs. Mech. Upon my word, a capital ſum. 

Y. Lov. But of what uſe, my dear Mrs. Mech- 
lin, ſince ſhe refuſes to advance me a guinea up- 
on the credit of it, and while the graſs grows 
You know the proverb. 

Mrs. Mech. What, I ſuppoſe you want ſome- 
thing for preſent ſubſiſtence. 

Y. Lov. Juſt my fituation. 

| Mrs. Mech. Have you thought of nothing for 
yourſelf ? 

Z. Lev. J am reſolv'd to be guided by you. 

Mrs. IAech. What do you think of a wife? 
Z. Lov. A wife ! 

2 Mrs, 
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Mrs. Mech. Come, come, don't deſpiſe my 


advice; when a young man's finances are low, 
a wife is a much better reſource than a uſurer; 
and there are in this ton a number of kind- 
hearted widows, thac take a pleaſure in repair- 
ing the injuries done by fortune to handſome 
young fellows, 

Har. Mrs. Mechlin has reaſon, 

Z. Lov. But, dear ma'am, what can I do with 
a wife? 

Mrs. Mech. Do! Why, like other young fel- 
lows who marry ladies a little ſtricken in years ; 
make her your banker and iieward. If you lay 
but the word, before night Fil vive you a widow 
with two thouſand a year in her pocket. 

Z. Lov. Two thouland a year |! pretty em- 
ploy ment, if the reſidence cou'd but d diſpens'd 
with. 

Mrs. Mech. What do you mean by reſidence ? 
Do you think a gentleman, like a pitifal trader, 
is to be eternally cack'd to his wife's petticoat : 
when ſhe is in town, be you in the country; as 
ſhe ſhifrs do „n ſhift. Why, you need not 
be with her above thirty days in the year; and 
let me tell you, you won't find a more eaſy con- 
dition; twelve months ſubſiſtence for one month's 
labour 

Z. Lev. Two thouſand a year, you are ſure? 

Mrs. Mech. The leaſt penny. 

Z. Lov. Well, madam, you ſhall diſpoſe of 
me juſt as you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Mech. Very well, if you will call in half 
an hour at fartheſt, 1 believe we ſhall finiſh the 
buſincſs. 

Z. Lov. In half an hour? 

H Mrs, 
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Mrs. Mech. Preciſely. Oh, diſpatch is the 
very life and ſoul of my trade. Mr. Harpy will 


tell you my terms, you will find them reaſon- 
able enough. 


Har. Oh, I am ſure we ſhall have no diſpute 


about thoſe. 

Y. Lov. No, no. [ Going. ] 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, but Mr. Harpy, it may be 
proper to mention that the gentlewoman, the 
party, is upwards of ſixty. 

Z. Lev. With all my heart; it is the purſe, 
not the perſon 1 want! Sixty! ſhe is quite a girl; 
I wiſh with all my ſoul ſhe was ninety. 

Mrs. Mech. Get you gone, you are a devil, 
I ſee that. 

Z. Lov. Well, for half an hour, ſweet Mrs. 
Mechlin, adiev. 

[ Exeunt Young Loveit and Harpy. 

Mrs. Mech. Soh ! I have provided for my 
dowager from Devonſhire-ſquare, and now to 
cater for my commiſſary. Here he comes. 


Enter Funcus and BRI DOUN. 


Fun. So, in ſix weeks Oh, Mrs. Mech- 


lin, any news from the lady ? 


Mrs. Mech. I expect her here every moment. 


She is conſcious that in this ſtep, ſhe deſcends 
from her dignity ; but being deſirous to ſcreen 
you from the fury of her noble relations, ſhe is 
determined to let them ſee that the act and deed 
is intirely her own. 

Fun. Very kind, very obliging indeed. But, 
Mrs. Mechlin, as the family is ſo furious, I 
reckon we ſhall never be reconcil'd, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Mech. I don't know that. When you 
have bought commiſſions for her three younger 
brothers, diſcharg'd the mortgage on the pater- 
nal eſtate, and portioned off eight or nine of her 
ſiſters, it is not impoſſible but my lord may be 
prevailed on to ſufter your name 

Fun. Do you think ſo? 

Mrs. Mech. But then a work of time, Mr, 
Fungus. 

Fun. Ay, ay, I know very well things 
of that kind are not brought about in a 
hurry. 

Mrs. Mech. But I muſt prepare matters for 
the lady's reception. | 

Fun. By all means, The jewels are ſent to 
her ladyſhip ? 

Mrs. Mech. To be ſure. 

Fun. And the ring for her ladyſhip, and ber 
ladyſhip's licence ? 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, and her lady ſhip's parſon 
too; all are prepar'd. 

Fun. Parſon ! why won't her lady ſhip pleaſe 
to be marry'd at PowlI's ? 

Mrs. Mech. Lord, Mr. Fungus, do you think 
a lady of her rank and condition would bear to 
be ſeen in public at once with a perſon like 
you ? | 

Fun. That's true, I— | 

Mrs. Mech, No, no; I have ſent to Dr. 
Tickletext, and the buſineſs will be done in the 
parlour below. 

Fun. As you and her ladyſhip pleates, good 
Mrs. Mechlin. | 
Mrs. Mech, You will get dreis'd as ſoon as 


you Can, | 
H Es ſ Fun. 
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Fun. I ſhall only take a ſhort leſſon from 
Mr. Bridoun, and then wait her ladyſhip's plea- 
ſure. Mrs. Mechlin, may my brother be by? 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, ay, provided his being ſo is 
kept a ſecret from her. 

Fun. Never fear. [Exit Mrs. Mechlin.] 
Well, Mr. Bridoun, and you think I am mended 
a little. 

Brid. A great deal, 

Fun. And that in a month or ſix weeks I 
may be able to prance upon a long-taild horſe 
in Hyde-park, without any danger of falling ? 

Brid. Without doubt. | 

Fun. It will be. vaſt pleaſant, in the heat 
of the day, to canter along the King's-road, 
ſide by fide, with the ladies, in the thick of the 
duſt; but that I muſt not hope for this ſum- 
mer. 

Brid. I don't know that, if you follow it 
cloſe. 

Fun. Never fear, I ſhan't be ſparing of — 
But come, come, let us get to our bulineſs—— 
John, have the carpenters brought home my 
new horle ? 


* 


Enter Jon. 


John. It is here, Sir, upon the top of the 
ſtairs. | 

Fun. Then fetch it in, in an inſtant. Exit 
John.] What a deal of time and trouble there 
goes, Mr. Bridoun, to the making a gentleman. 
And do your gentlemen born now (for 1 reckon 
you have had of all forts) take as much pains 
as we do ? 
Brid, 
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Brid. To be ſure ; but they begin at an ear- 
lier age. | 

Fun, There is ſomething in that; I did not 
know but they might be apter, more cuterer 
now in catching their Jarning. 

Brid. Diſpoſitions do certainly differ. 

Fun. Ay, ay, ſomething in nater, I war- 
rant, as they ſay the children of blackamoors 
will ſwim as ſoon as they come into the 
world. 

Enter Servants with a wooden horſe. 
Oh, here he is, Ods me! it is a ſtately fine 
beaſt. 

Brid. Here my lads, place it here 
well, where's your ſwitch, Mr. Fungus? 

Fun. I have it. 

Brid. Now let me ſee you vault nimbly into 
your ſeat. Zounds ! you are got on the wrong 
fide, Mr. Fungus ? 

Fun. I am jo, indeed, but we'll ſoon rectify 
that. Now we are right : may I have leave to 
lay hold of the mane !? ? 

"Brid If you can't mount him without. 

Fun. I will try; but this ſteed is fo deviliſh 
tall—Mr. Bridoun, you don't think he'll throw 
me? 

Brid. Never fear. 

Fun. Well, if he ſhou'd he can't kick, that's 
one comfort, however. 

Brid. Now mind your poſition. 

Fun. Stay till I recover my wind. 

Brid. Let your head be erect. 

Fun. There. 

Brid. And your ſhoulders fall eaſily back. 

Fun. Ho there, 

1 Brid. 


very 
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Brid. Your {witch perpendicular in your right by 


happen to the very beſt rider in England, 
Fun. Indeed 


hand Your right that is it, your left to 
the bridle. | 5 
Fun. There. 1 
Brid. Your knees in, and your toes out. ; 
Fun. There. 5 
Brid. Are you ready? | 0 
Fun. When you will. 4 
Brid. Off you go. 4 
Fun. Don't let him gallop at firſt. 1 
Brid. Very well: preſerve your poſition. 4 
Fun. I warrant. ö 
Brid. Does he carry you eaſy ? ; 
Fun. All the world like a 1 But, — 7 
Bridoun, I go at a wonderful rate. i 
Brid. Mind your knees. 4 
Fun. Ay, ay, I can't think but this here horſe % 
ſtands ſtill very near as faſt as another can 7 
gallop. | ; 
Brid. Mind your toes. 4 
Fun. Ho, Stop the horſe. Zounds! Pm out of I 
the Rirrups, | I can't fit him no longer ; there I F 
l | | g0.— [Halls off. 4 
ll! | Brid. 1 hope you ar'n't hurt? 2 
i Fun. My left hip has a little confuſion, 1 
1 Brid. A trifle, quite an accident; it might Y 


f Brid. We have ſuch things happen every 

| | day at the manege; but you are vaſtly im- 
it prov'd. 

Fun. Why, I am grown bolder a little; and, 4 
| Mr. Bridoun, when do you think I may venture 1 
to ride a live barſe ? 


| * 


1 | | Brid, 
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Brid. The very inſtant you are able to keep 


your ſeat on a dead one. 


Enter Mrs. MERLIN. 


Mrs. Mech. Bleſs me, Mr. Fungus, how you 
are trifling your time!] I expect lady Sachariſſa 
every moment, and ſee what a trim you are in. 

Fun. I beg pardon, good madam Mechlin. 
I'll be equipp'd in a couple of minutes; where 
will her ladyſhip pleaſe to receive ? 

Mrs. Mech. In this room, to be ſure; come, 


ſtir, ſtir. 


Fun. I have had a little fall from my horſe.— 
I'll go as faſt as l—Mr. Bridoun, will you lend 
me a lift? Exeunt Fungus end Bridoun. 

Mrs. Mech. There Jenny, ſhow Mrs. 
Loveit in here Who's there 


Enter SERVANTS. 


Pray move that piece of lumber out of the way. 
Come, come, make haſte, Madam, if you'll 


ſtep in here for a moment. 


Enter Mrs. LoveiT. 


Mrs. Lov. So, ſo, Mrs. Mechlin ; well, you 
ſee I am true to my time; and how have you 
throve, my good woman? 

Mrs. Mech. Beyond expectations. 

Mrs. Lev. Indeed! And have you provided 
a party ? 

Mrs. Mech. Ay, and ſuch a party, you might 
ſearch the rown round before you cou'd meet 

with 


56 THE COMMISSARY, 
with his fellow: he'll ſuit you in every re- 
ſpect. 

Mrs. Lov. As how, as how, my dear woman? 

Mrs. Mech. A gentleman by birth and by 
breeding, none of your little whipper ſnapper 
Jacks, but a countenance as comely, and a pre- 
tence as portly; he has one fault indeed, if you 
can but overlook that. 

Mrs. Liv. What is it? 

Mrs. Mech. His age. 

Mrs. Love. Age! how, how? 

Mrs. Mech. Why, he is rather under your 
mark, I am afraid; not above twenty at moſt. 

Mrs. Lov. Well, well, ſo he anſwers in every 
thing elſe, we muſt overlook that; for, Mrs. 
Mechlin, there is no expecting perfection below. 

Mrs. Mech. True, ma'am. 

Mrs. Lov. And where 1s he ? 

Mrs. Mech. 1 look for him every minute; if 
you will but ſtep into the drawing-room, I have 
given him ſuch a picture, that I am ſure he is 
full as impatient as you. 

Mrs. Lov. My dear woman, you are ſo kind 
and obliging : but, Mrs. Mechlin, how do I look? 
don't flatter me, do you thick my figure will 
ſtrike him? | 

Mrs. Mech. Or he muſt be blind. 

Mrs. Lev. You may juſt hint black don't be- 
come me, that I am a little paler of late; the 
loſs of a huſband one loves will cauſe an altera- 
tion, you know, 

Mrs. Mech. True; oh, he will make an al- 
lowance for that. 

Mrs. Lov. But things will come round in a 
trice. [ Exit Mrs, Loveit. 

Enter 
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Euter Stu. 


Sim. Madam, miſs Dolly is dizen'd out, and 


every thing ready. 
Mrs. Mech. Let her wait for the commiſſary 


here, I will introduce him the inſtant he is 


dreſs'd. [Exit Mrs. Mechlin. 
Sim. Miſs Dolly, you may come in, your aunt 
will be here in an inſtant. 


Enter Dolly and JENNY. 


Dolly. Huſh, Simon, huſh, to your poſt. 

Sim. I am gone- [ Exit Simon. 

Dolly. Well, Jenny, and have I the true qua- 
lity air ? 

Fen. As perfectly, ma'am, as if you had heen 
bred to the bulineis ; and for figure, I dety the 
firſt of them all. For my part, I think Mr, Fun- 
gus very well off; when the ſecret comes out I 
don't fee what right he has to be angry. 

Dolly. Oh, when once he is noos'd, let him 
ſtruggle as much as he will, the cord will be 
drawn only the tighter. 

Fen. Ay, ay, we may truſt to your manage- 
ment. I hope, miſs, I ſhall have the honour to 
follow your fortunes ; there will be no bearing 
this houſe, when once you have left it, 

Dolly. No, Jenny, it would be barbarous to 
rob my aunt of ſo uſeful a e ond; beſides, for 
miſtreſs and maid, we rather know one another 
a little too well. 

Fen. Indeed ! but here comes Mr. Fungus ; 
remember diſtance and dignity. 

Dolly. 
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Dolly. 1 warrant you, wench. 

Jen. So, I lee what I have to hope. Our 
young filly ſcenis to be ſecure of her match 
but 1 Way joſtle her the wrong ſide the poſt: 
we will have a trial, however, but I mult ſee 


and find out the buche, 


Enter Z. Fuxcus, and Mrs. MEcuLin. 


Fun. Yes, Scarlet is vafily becoming, and 
takes very much with the ladies; quite proper 
too, as | have bren 15 the army. 

Mrs. Mech. Stay where you are till you are 
announc'd to the l:dy. Mr. Fungus begs leave 
to throw himſelf at your Il:dyſhiy's fect. 

D-.!y. 1 he mon may dra nigh. 

Mrs. Mech. Approach. 

Fun. One, two, three, ha! Will that do? 

Mrs. Mech. Preity well. 

Fun. May I begin to make Jove ? 

Mrs. Mech. When you will. 

Fun. Now ſtand my friend, Mr. Gruel. But 
ſhe has ſuch a deal of dignity that ſhe daſhes 
me qu!''e, 

Mrs. Mech. Courage, 

Fun. Here, hold the paper to prompt me in 
caſe I ſhou'd ſtumble Madam, or, May it pleaſe 
your ladyſhip, When I preponderate the oran- 
deur of your high ginnyelogy, and the mercan- 
tile meanneſs oi my dingy deſcent ; when I con- 
fider that your anceſtors, like admiral Anſon, 
ſall'd all round the world in the ark; and that it 
is a matter of doubt, whether I ever had any 
forcfathers or no; I totter, I tremble, at the 
thoughts 
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thoughts of my towering ambition—Ah—a, is 


not Phaeton next? 

Mrs. Mech. Hey ! 
No, Luna. 

Fang. Right ;—ambition—dignity how de- 
bas'd, diſtanc- how vreat; it is as if the link 
ſnou'd demand an zaitliance with Luna; or the 
buſhy-bramble court the boughs of the ſtately 
Scotch fir; it is as if What's next? 

Mrs Mech. Next—hey |! have loſt the 
place I am afraid Come, come, enough has 
been ſaid ; you hav- ſhew'd the ſenſe you en— 
tertain of the honour. Upon theie occaſions, 
a third perſon is fitteſt to cut matters ſhort, 
Your ladyſhip hears that 

Dolly. Yes, ves, I kern wee] enough what the 
mon wou'd be at, Mrs. Mechlin has ſpear'd ſike 
things in your great commendations, Mr. Fun- 
gus, that I cannot but ſay | clix'd a fancy to 
you from the very b-ginning 

Fung. Much olg 'd to Mrs. N. echlin, indeed, 
pleaſe your la'ſhip. 

Lolly. You ken J am of as auncient a family 
as any North Briton can boaſt. 

Fung. 1 know it full well, plraſe your la'ſhip. 

Dolly. And that I ſhall get the ill-wull of a' 
my kin by this march, 

Fung. Lam ſorry for that, pleate your la'ſhip. 

Doliy. But after the ceremony it will be pro- 


[ Looking at the paper. 


per to withdraw from town ior a ſhort ſpace 


o'time. 
Fun, Pleaſe your la'ſhip, what your la'ſhip 
pleaſes. 
Dolly. In order to gi that goſſip, Scandal, juſt 
time to tire her tongue. | 
1 2 Fun. 
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Fun. True, your la'ſhip. 

Duolly. 1 mun expect that the folk will mak? 
free wi' my character in chooſing ſike a conſort 

as you. 

Fun. And with me too, pleaſe your la'ſhip. 

Dolly. WY you, mon! 

Mrs. Mech. Hold your tongue. 

Dolly. Donna you think the honor will dra? 
mickle envy envy upon you. 

Fun. Oh, to be ſure, pleaſe your la'ſhip. I 
did not mean that. 

Dolly. Weel, I fay we'll gang into the country. 

Fun. As ſoon as your la'ſhip pleaſes; I have 
a ſweet houſe hard by Reading. 

Dolly. You ha'; that's right. 

Fun. One of the moſt pleaſanteſt places that 
can be again. | 

Dolly. Ha' you a good proſpect ? 

Fun. Twenty ſtage-coaches drive every day 
by the door, beſides carts and gentlemen's car- 
riages. 

Dolly. Ab, that will 

Mrs. Mech. Oh, your ladyſhip will find all 
things prepar'd : in the next room the attorney 
waits with the writings, 

Fun. The honour of your la'ſhip's hand 

Dolly. Maiſter Fungus, you're a little too 
haſty. [ Exit Dolly. 

Mrs. Mech, Not till after the nuptials; you 
mult not expect to be too familiar ar firſt. 

Fun. Pray, when do you think we ſhall bring 
the bedding abour ? 

Mrs. Mech. About the latter end of the year, 
when the winter lets in. 

Fun. Not before 
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Enter Young Lovett, haſtily. 


F. Lov. I hope, Madam Mechlin, I have not 
exceeded my hour; but I expected Mr, Harpy 
wou'd call, 

Mrs. Mech. He is in the next room with a 
lady. Oh, Mr. Fungus, this gentleman is am- 
bitious of obtaining the nuptial benediction from 
the ſame hands after you. 

Fun. He's heartily welcome: What, and is 
his wife a woman of quality too ? 

Mrs. Mech. No, no, a cit ; but monſtrouſly 
rich ; but your lady will wonder 

Fun. Ay, ay, but you'll follow; for I ſhan't 
know what to ſay to her when we are alone, — 

[Exit Fungus, 

Mrs. Mech. I will ſend you, Sir, your ſpouſe 
in an inſtant : the gentlewoman is a widow, ſo 
you may throw in what raptures you pleaſe. 

Z. Lov. Never fear, | Exit Mrs. Mechlin. 
And yet this ſcene is ſo new, how to ac- 
quit mylelf—lct me recollect - ſome piece of a 
play now.,—** Vouchſate divine perfection“ — 
No, that won't do for a dowager ; it is too 
humble and whining. But ſce, the door opens, 
fo I have no time for rehearſal have it 
« Claſp'd in the folds of love Ill meet my doom, 


<« And act my“ 


Enter Mrs. LoveirT. 


Mes. Lov. Hah ! 
Y. Lov. By all that's monſtrous, my mother! 


Mrs. Lov. That rebel my ſon, as I live! 
; Z. Lov, 
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Y. Lov. The quotation was quite a-propos ? 
had it been a littie darker, I might have reviv'd 
the ſtory of dd pus. 

Mrs. Lov. So, Sirrah, what makes you from 
your ſtudies ? 

Z. Lov. A ſmall hint I receiv'd of your in- 
clinations brought me here, ma'am, in oder to 
prevent, if poſſible, my father's fortune from 
going out of the family. 

Mrs. Lev. Your father! how dare you diſturb 
his dear aſhes ; you know well enough how his 
dear memory melts me; and that at his very 
name my heart is ready to break, 

2. Lov. Well ſaid, my old matron of Ephe- 
ſus. 

Mrs, Lev. That is what you want, you diſ- 
obedient unnatural monſter ; but compleat, ac- 
compliſh your cruelty : ſend me the ſame road 
your villanies forc'd your father to take. 


Enter Mrs. MECHLIN. 


Mrs. Mech, Hey-day ! What the deuce have 
we here; our old lady in tears! 

Mrs. Lov. Diſappointed a little; that's all. 

Mrs. Mech. Pray, ma'am, what can occa- 
ſion 

Mrs. Lov. Lord bleſs me, Mrs. Mechlin, what 
a blunder you have made. 

Mrs. Mech. A blunder ! as how ? 

Ars. Lov. Do you know who you have brought 
me? 

Mrs. Mech. Not perfectly. 

Mrs. Lov. My own ſon! that's all. 

Mrs. Mech, Your ſon | 
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Mrs. Lov. Ay, that rebellious, unnatural— 

Mrs. Mech. Blunder indeed! But who cou'd 
have thought it; why, by your account, ma' am, 
I imagin'd your ſon was a child ſcarce out of his 
frocks. 

Mrs. Lov. Here's company coming, ſo my 
reputation will be blaſted for ever. 

Mrs. Mech. Never fear, leave the care on't 
to me, 


Enter Funcus and DOLLY. 


Fun. What is the matter; you make ſuch a 
noiſe, there is no ſuch thing as minding the 
writings, 

Mrs Mech. This worthy lady, an old friend 
of mine, not having ſet eyes on her ſon ſince 
the dearth of his father; and being appriled by 
me, that here he might meet with him, came 


wita a rue paternal tection to give him a lit- 


tle whollome advice. 

Mes. Lov. Well ſaid, Mrs Mechlin. 

Mrs. Mech. Which the young man returned 
in a way ( brutal and barbarous, that his poor 
mot:er—be comforted, ma'am ; you had better 
re,,ole on my bed. 

Mrs. Lov. Any where to get out of his ſight, 

Mrs Mech. Here, Jenny, 

Mrs. Lov. Do you think you can procure me 
another party. 

Mrs. Mech. Never doubt it, 

Mrs. Lov. Ugh, ugh — [ Exit coug bing. 

Mrs. Mech. Bear up a little, ma' am. 

Fun. Fye upon you, you have thrown the 
old gentle woman 1 into the ſtericks. 

2. Lov, 
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Y. Lov. Sir! 
Fun. You a man, you are a ſcandal, a ſhame 
to your ſect. 


Enter Dr. Cardur. 


Dy. Cat. Come, come, Mrs. Mechlin, are 
the couple prepar'd ; the fiddles are tun'd, the 
bows ready rolin'd, and the whole band—Oh, 
you, Sir, are one party I reckon, but where is 
the—Ah, Dolly, what are you here, my dear ? 

Dolly. Soh | 

Faw. Dolly ! Who the devil can this be ? 

Dr. Cat. As nice and as ſpruc: too, the bride- 
maid 1 warrant : Why you look as blooming, 
you ſlut. | 

Fun. What can this be? hark ye, Sir! 

Dr. Cat. Well, Sir. 

Fun. Don't you think you are rather too fa- 
miliar with a lady of her rank and condition? 

Dr. Cat. Rank and condition: what, Dolly? 

Fun. Dolly ! what a plague poſſeſſes the man; 
this is no Dolly, I tell you. 

Dr. Cat. No! 

Fun. No, this is lady Scracariſſa Mackirkin- 
crolt. 

Dr. Cat. Who? 

Fun. Deſcended from the old, old, old earl of 
Glendowery. 

Dr. Cat. What ſhe, Dolly Mechlin ? 


Fun. Dolly Devi, the man's out of his Ws 
I believe. 


Enter 
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Enter Mrs, Mchn. 


Oh, Mrs. Mechlin, will you ſet this matter 
to rights? | 
Mrs. Mech. How, Dr. Catgut ! 

Fun. The ſtrangeſt fellow here has danc'd up- 
ſtairs, and has Dolly, Dolly, Dolly'd my lady; 
who the plague can he be? 

Dr. Cat. Oh, a- propos, Molly Mechlin, what 
is this the man that is to be married? the mar- 
riage will never hold good; why he is more 
frantic and madder 

Fun, Mad! John fetch me the foils ; I'll carte 
and tierce you, you icoundrel, 


Enter [8aac FUNGUS and JENNY, 


J. Fun. Where's brother, it a'n't over; you 
be*n't marry'd, 1 hope. 

Z. Fun, No, I believe not; why, what is 
the — 
I. Fun. Pretty hands you are got into! Your 
ſervant, good madam ; what this is the perſon, 
] warrant ; ay, how pretty the puppet is painted; 
do you know who ſhe is ? 

Z. Fun. Who ſhe is? without doubt. 

J. Fun. No, you don't, brother Zac. only the 
ſpawn of that devil incarnate, dreſs'd out as— 

Z. Fun. But hark ye, Iſaac, ate don't be 
in a hurry—are you ſure — | 
Z. Fun. Sure—the girl of the houſe, abhor- 
ring their ſcandalous project, has freely confeſſed 
the whole ſcheme. Jenny, ſtand forth, and an- 
ſwer boidly to what I ſhall aſk, Is not this wench 
the woman's niece of the houſe ? 


K Jen. 
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Jen. I fancy ſhe will hardly deny it. 

J. Fun. And is not this miſtreſs of yours a 
moſt profligate 

Mrs. Mech. Come, come, Maſter Thar, I will 
ſave you the trouble, and cut this matter ſhort 
in an inſtant :—well then, this gir}, this Dolly, 
is my niece; and what then? 

Z. Fun. And ar'n't you aſham'd ? 

Y. Lov. She atham'd ! I wou'd have told you, 
but I cou'd not get you to liſten; why ſhe broughi 
me here to marry my mother. 

Z. Fun. Marry your mother ! Lord have 
mercy on vs, what a monſter ! to draw a young 
man in to be guilty of incenſe. But hark ye, 
brother Iſaac, [Hey retire] 

Dr. Cat. Gads my life, what a ſweet project 
1 have help'd to deſtroy ; but come, Dolly, Vil 
piece thy broken fortunes again; thou haſt a 
good pretty voice, Tl teach the a thrill and a 
{bake, perch thee amongſt the boughs at one of 
the gardens; and then as a m! ſtreis, which, as 
the world goes, is a much better ſtation chan 
that of a wite, not the proudeſt of them all— 

Mrs. Mech, Miſtreſs! No, no, we have nat 
manag'd our matters ſo badly. Hark ye, Mr. 
Conimiſſary. 

Z. Fux. Well, what do you want * ? 

Mrs. Mech. Do you propole to conſummate 
your nuptials ? 

Z Fun. That's a pretty queſtion, indeed. 

Mrs. Mech. You have no objection then ts 
paying the penalty, che contract here that Mr, 
Harpy has drawn. 


Z. Fun. The contract, hey, brother IGac, ; 
J. Fun. Let me ſee it. 
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THE COMMISSARY. 65 


Mrs. Mech. Soft you there, my maker of 


candles, it is as well where it is; but you need 
not doubt of its goodneſs : I promiſe you the 
beſt advice has been taken. 

Z. Fun. What a damn'd fiend, what a harpy ! 

Mrs. Mech. And why ſo, my good walter 
Fungus; is it becauſe I have practis d that trade 
by retail which you have carried on in the groſs? 
Whar injury do I do the world ? I feed on their 
folites, 'tis true; and the game, the plunder, is 
fair; but the fangs of you and your tribe, 


A whole people have felt, and for ages will feel: 
To their candour and Juſtice I make my appeal; 
1 ho' a poor humble ſcourge in a national cauſe, 


As I truſt I deſerve, I demand your applauſe. 
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Lethe, in Two Acts. 


F 


tow, Valet, in Two Acts. 


le Coquette, in Two Ads, r ; 


LiVipur, in WO Acts. 2 . 
Engl inman iu Paris, in Two Acts. SEES 

| Return'd from Paris, in Two Acts. 
The Knights, in T'wo Acts. 

The Mayor of Garrat, in Two AQs. 

The Lyar, in Three Ads. 

The Lame Lover, in Three Acts. 

The Apprentice, in Two AQs. 

— — Upno'ſterer, in Two Acts. 

— Old Maid, in Two Ads. 

The Orptan-of China, a Tragedy in Five AQs. 
The D ſert Ifland, in Three Ads. 

The Way to Keep him, a Comedy, in Five Acts. 
Ditto, in Three Adds. 

All in the Wrong, a Comedy in Five Acts. 

No One's Enemy but his own, in Fixe Acts. 
What we muſt- all come to, in Two Acts. 

Tbe Citizen, in Two Acts. 

School for Guardians, in Five Acts. 

Regulus, a Tragedy in Five Acts. 
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